PART II

CHAPTER XI

And there shall be for thee all soft delight,

That shadowy thought can win,
A bright torch, and a casement ope at night.

To let the warm love in!

KEATS.

Two years had passed by.

It seemed to be longer than that to Doreen
sitting in the big drawing-room at Clifton, with
the grass running down to the lake beyond the
windows, and the roses on the pergola with June
once more. She had learnt so much, she had
travelled so far since that day when she had
stepped out of the convent and had known that
the doors swung to for ever and that she would
never see any of them again.

She would never see fat little Bertha who* had
become a nun in a dark habit, and little Sister
Elizabeth, and the new Mother who reigned
where such a well-loved woman once had been.

She would never want to go back.

Q                                                  t^tett

She sat here now sewing, and she rememH||bd
all the incidents crowded into the two years and
she wondered about them, and wondered that
she should feel so old when in reality she was
still only a girl.

That night on the lake, after they had visited
the convent; that night when they had gone to
the little hotel at the lakeside,' and had stood
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